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A SUXLY' TGLIQZMW
CAME ALONG %^>

I was sitting on the roof of the Madison
Square Garden the other night, drinking p

11
in the beauties of the scene with my Q

eyes, when, suddenly leaning back in my t
chair and glancing up into the heavens, o

what was my surprise to discover that the v

chaste but brazen Diana of the Tower was

absent from her post! I rubbed my eyes r
in amazement that this should be, and my u
first inclination was to sound an alarm, a
since I feared that some light fingered t
Actaeon had intruded again upon the pri- b
vacy of t'he presiding genius of Madison I
square, and, reversing the ancient tale of p
villany and woe, had made off with her.
I sprang to my feet with a muffled cry. n
when I felt a sudden tug at my sleeve. 0
"Hush!" whispered a sweet but metallic

voice at my side, and, turning^, I beheld
the missing deity, clad in a lovely gown
of exquisite make and unusually summer-

cish pattern, sitting slightly behind me in h
my box. w
"You.here?" I whispered in return.

"What does this mean?"
g"Only that I occasionally weary of dstanding on my toes, in more or less feeble

yimitation of my cousin Mercury, as he
used to appear in his famous flying act at
the Elysium Roof Garden, and am allowedthe relaxation of a visit to earth at n

certain intervals," the lady replied. P
"1 should think it would be a good deal

of a relief," said I.
"It is indeed," she agreed. "You don't

know really what an awful job that is h;
standing up on that pinnacle twenty-four di
hours a day with nothing to relieve tht> zi
monotony of it save that which comes pi
irom twirling' around ana around liKe a
weather vane. Just try it yourself once,"
she added.
"Thank you, my dear Goddess," said I,

"but twirling on one foot isn't exactly
in my line, especially at such altitudes. It
is as much as I can do to twirl on two
feet on the surface of the earth, let alone W
acting as your understudy. I am quite
ready to admit that it must be a difficult
job." (,

"There's only one that's equal to it, and
that is to be a candidate on a fusion
ticket," she sighed. A
"What do you know of the difficulties of

a fusion candidate?" I demanded. "You
never ran for office, did you?"
"No, but my friend Argus did once," 01

she replied. "He thought he'd like to be tl
Mayor of Olympus, and see who got all the B
money they spent on the gold paving con-

tracts, and the better element from all ir
the parties got together and put him up. 01

They thought a chap with a thousand eyes is
, was just the thing to take hold of the complicationsof the hour." a

"Rather a wise conclusion, seems to me," g
I observed. "He could keep an eye on

everybody." it

TheHer
CHALMERS did not like martial

greatly disapproved of the military,
was not unpatriotic.
Hearing without the military m

Chalmers rose up from his divan
gether the heavy curtains at th<

thereby shutting off the view from the litl
there watching.
"But they are heroes! heroes! Mr. Chali

the boy said in an aggrieved tone.
"Well," said Chalmers, "I'm willing."

again upon his back, with one foot cock
his hands clasped behind his head and h
over his ears. Chalmers certainly did
uncommonly.

"I wonder if Mrs. Chalmers is looking o

room window?" said the boy. "I hope so.
hpr father.that marching there, and.I dc
ing."
"Well, Norman, 1 can imagine.with an

finding out."
"You mean.to cross the hall?"
"Exactly!.to cross the hall."
"I'll go."
"Thank you," returned Chalmers. Profc

have spoken without a touch of irony in 1
tried.and he didn't try.
As Norman turned toward the door M

tered hurriedly. When she saw Chalineri
an instant, but not long enough to flatter
the curtains wide and opened the window
at Chalmers, then he too went >to the a\

always responded to the lady's love of m

Perhaps it was the boy of it.
"It's the anniversary of the day your

thing, isn't it, Mrs. Chalmers? Your fa
hero, wasn't he.Mrs. Chalmers? Theythingswith their swords, aren't they.
Still no answer. Mrs. Chalmers was lookin
"They are. i/ook at their buttons.look

he cried, at last too pleased with what
whether he was listened to or not."

mov Tmwn mar±J(JI1 L JUU luilin J "L. .IIUJ ,.cx . vChalmersasked.
The boy was abashed, and turned quickly
"I did not mean to anuo£ you," he said,

self-repression that belonged to him.
"You didn't annoy me," Chalmers return*

he arose from the divan and took from
which his wife in her haste had dropped.
"I.I.fear you will take cold," he said,

the little boy's diffidence, as he placed th
wife's shoulders.
She turned and looked at him with n

She was as cold in manner as a truly i
knows how to be.
"Thank you," she said, and closed the w

"I.I have not seen you in several days
tated. "You are well?"

"I am well., thank you."
"Dinner will be served presently," sai<

eagerness in pose and tone. "Do.do we d
"I dine at home to-night.if you mean th
"Yes; and will you await dinner here?"
"As well here as elsewhere," she acqu

had a courtly way. He motioned toward
fire, and Mrs. Chalmers caught her breal
did when she observed in him that tone {

hoped Chalmers' mind was on something
"Well, sir?" said Chalmers, looking over

man.
The boy had been standing quite apar

wistfully. When Chalmers spoke he start*
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"H.umph!" ejaculated the lady. "May>eso; but he was a hopeless astigmatist
ti a week, and before the campaign was
ver there wasn't an eye in his whole
housand that wasn't crossed with every
ther with his trying to see where he stood
pith his own backers."
"Was he elected?" I asked.
"Never," replied Diana. "Nemesis car-i
ied the city^by 98,000 majority. But Argus;
sed to come around evenings and tell mi
bout his troubles, and I made up my mind
hat if it ever came to a ch'oice between
ieing a weathercock or a fusion Mayor,
'd cast in my lot with old Boreas and let
olitical ambition alone."
"What do you think of the comparative
lerits of New York and Olympus as places ^
f residence?" I asked.
"New York is more like the other place,"
he replied. "Especially in the summer
ime, when the thermometer begins to
lamber up the side of the tower and spend
is hours with me. The voice of the city
hich greets my ears at that height is exctlylike that which used to greet the
ars of the Olympian gods rising from the
epths of Erebus. Did you ever hear the
oice of a city like New York?"
"I never did," said I. "What is it like?"
"Well, let me think," said Diana. "I've
ever been asked to describe it before in fQ
recise terms. Did you ever run a file

pg
nrough your teeth?" | th
"When I was a boy.yes," said I.
"Won +Vio+'a t.hs pffppt the citv's voice Sr
as upon your nerves," observed the god- rn

ess. "If I were asked to write a maga- sm

tne poem describing it I think I should ur<
lit it thus:.wr

Lf you take the clang of the trolley cars Pe

And an infant's sharp toned wail, a

nth a dozen or more of wild huzzas
From the anarchists' hidden trail, ^
A.nd a billion notes from Duss's horn, iet
Plus the siren's strident toot, ov
rith a shriek from the mass of lone and ni{
lorn '

And the midnight owl's ihoot, be;
And the sky flung honk of the hurtling ,,

goose,
With a groan that's deep as the sea,
nd mix them well you will reproduce
The voice that comes up to me." *

wa
"I don't wonder you like to come down wa
ucasionally," said I, "if that's the sort of th<
ling you have to listen to every day. sor
ut does the voice articulate at all?" on

"Yes," sighed Diana. "It is continually {en;
loaning the message of the town.'Hustle coi
r die! Hustle or die! Hustle or die!' ThatjsPlrafroiM P flio er»M<r ?-f oincrc "

"Even in summer?" I demanded. "I've is i

Iways had an idea that New York was
iven over to pleasure in summer." tal
"True enough," said Diana. "But, alas! "

s the same everlasting hustle to get it. str

o, the Hi
music and very "You want somethi
and yet Chalmers coldly at him.

"1" he hesitated.
usic he so hated, "Speak up," said Ch
and twitched to- "I wondered if.to-i

j front windows, dinner with you.or wi
de boy who stood not" he continued ]

"Why with us.or tl
mers.every one," "The music and th<

and"
And he lay down Chalmers looked st<
ed over his knee, pitiful.
is elbows hugged "You meau that yoi
hate the military mei's.

"Yes."
ut^of the drawing "You may dine wi
It's all because of looked back at the fire,
hope she is look- "Thank you," said tl

"Er.wait here.till
effort.a way of cushion at her feet.

"I am going to the
slimy,. x ii laivu yui
have a look at the dog
"Thank you, sir." i

ably he could not in from the street. No
lis tone if he had fingers.

"That's fine!" he f

[rs. Chalmers en- "Was my father a her
s she paused just each other and then;
him. She threw When his wife looked
Norman looked -about.

indow. The boy "Norman," he said,
ilitary spectacles. much, will you dijjie w

"Yes, sir." And Noi
father did some- "And-my boy-that
ther was a great ')e delighted to ha\e j

.they are .doing "Thank you," Norma
Mrs. Chalmers?" "Norman," called ^
gout. prefers that you do no

at their buttons," here, after you have hi
he saw to care He wished it, and lei

Man and wife were

le fuss enough?" spoke.
"You did not mind t

from the window. "Why should I mine
with a seeming of' "1 will 'try and make

"And I.after dinne
?d, quickly. Then "Perhaps we have n

the floor a scarf "Perhaps I have not'
"Oh, yes you have. 1

with something of "You know more a
e scarf about his pointedly. "I wish y

down. "I have wishet
nuch deliberation. .with your permissior
vassionate woman Chalmers wished sht

"It is but natural th
indow. ward his own sou," s

Chalmers hesi- strained yourself on n
wish it any more; it is
"Now I beg of you,"

3 Chalmers, with "to be more kii
ine together?" thoughtful of him; I n

at," she replied. "You are," he said.
Because you hated me

iesced. Chalqiers "I did not hate you
a chair near the haps I did it because o

±i, as she always "I never told you I
md manner. She "You brought him t
else. him."
her head at Nor- "Might not that hav

innocence?"
t, watching them "Why," she said, w

;d.j of themselves occasion
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iving fun is serious business in New
>rk, summer or winter, as you will see
r yourself by glancing about you at these
ople you meet on the roof gardens. See
at young chap over there with the tall
iss in front of him? That's the fifth
otch high ball he's had since he arred,and his cigar is the fourth he has
oked. He's working hard for his pleas5,and to-morrow morning he'll be the
:ariest man in six counties. And those
upie in mat uoi 10 your ngni. xney
ve come in from the country, the cool,
autiful, blessed country, for this, eaten
seven course dinner over at the Farragut!
f£, and are now full of miserable anxyfor fear the performance will not be
er in time for them to catch the mid?httrain home."
'The place is filled with that sort," I
;an, as I glanced over the scene.
And just cast your eyes down there at
it table where those three men are sitg.oldgray haired men who need nothrso much as sleep. Don't you think
;y are working hard too? They've been
tching a ticker all day and this is the
y they rest at night, and just because
jir families are off spending money at
ne expensive resort in the Catskills or
the Jersey coast they think they are

joying the freedom of Bohemia, which
isists of laying up the material for a
itting headache to-morrow morning."
I'd rather be the iceman," said I. **His
i cooler job. But see here, my dear godis,you don't seem to like the way we
te our pleasures."
No," said she. "Your method is too
enuous and restless for me. Of a sumjsoandd

ng?" asked Mrs. Chalmers, looking

(aimers, testily.
aight\ you would mind if 1 had my
ith the housekeeper; if you had rather
hurriedly.
le housekeeper"
3 gold braid and.every one i*o gay,

jically at the lire, but he felt very

1 are lonesome?" queried Mrs. Chalth.us,"

she returned, shortly, and
as Chalmers had.

le boy.
dinner is served." She indicated a

country to-morrow," said Chalmers,
I with me.if you choose. You can
;s.if you choose."
^.nd at that moment the music floated
rman began, boylike, to drum with his

said, with unconscious enthusiasm,
o?" Chalmers and his wife looked at
contemptuously, at the little boy.
at him Chalmers reddened and turned

"if it will not disappoint you too
ith us some ot'her night?"
rman rose.

trip to the country to-morrow; I shall
ou go."
II said again, with a deprecatory smile.
Irs. Chalmers, "since Mr. Chalmers
t dine with us, I will tell you stories,
id your tea.if.if you wish it."
!t the room.
silent for a moment, then Chalmers

hat I dismissed him, did you?"
1?"
it up to him io-morrow."

r."
ot.considered the boy enough."

[ was thinking of my own remissness."
bout that than I do," she returned,
ou would sit down." Chalmers sat
1 to speak with you about this matter

j would not be so cursedly courteous,
at a man should be demonstrative to;hebegan. "I have thought you relyaccount. If this is true I do not
unfair to the boy"
began Chalmers.
id to him? I fear I am not very
aean to be."
"Why did you take charge of him?

utterly?"
i. Perhaps," she said, slowly, "perfthe love I once bore his father."
was his father."
o this house to live.if I would keep

e been the impulsive act of conscious

ith deliberation, "men do make fools
ally, I suppose."
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mer's night I should much prefer the cool
of the grass in the parks to rest my wearyboneson, the light of the moon to guide me
hither and yon and the music of the rustlingtrees to enchant mine ear. With a

gorgeous moon in the sky, and real stars
twinkling out a friendly greeting to everybody,the bulk of you turn your backs
upon the multitude of park acres that lie
an about you, clamber aboard a stufty elevatorand hie yourselves to an overcrowdedspot 200 feet above the pavement,
glaring with red, white and blue electric
lights, and spend your precious hours
watching constellations of frail humanity
wearing their bodies and souls out in a
mad antical effort to make you think you
are ha-"'ng a good time."
I laughed at the lack of consJstency betweenthe lady's views and her own presenceat this function.
"I don't notice that you are down below

there in the park yourself, my dear
Diana," I said.
"No," said she. "That's another trouble

with your little old New York. I tried it
the other night, and after choosing a sequesteredspot on the lawn, where I could
hear the tinkling music of the fountain, I
had barely dozed off into that comfortabledrowse that takes you to the edge
of dreamland when a burly policeman
came alone and taw the merrv bas-
tinado upon my tired soles. You not only
have a confirmed and constitutional antipathyto rest as individuals, but a

statutory and official inhibition constantly
and continuously operates to keep you
moving. If 1 were asked to design a crest

/^tne D<
by Dolores MARBOU
"Why not I, then?"
"I asked you whose child he was and"-"WhenI had 110 ready answer you i

the man."
"You never denied it."
"My God! I can't," cried Chalmers, r

"That is something to your credit," si
ing the hem of her gown.
"Since you decided 'that the boy was

have him here?"
"That," she said, slowly, "is one of th

constitutionally unable to understand."
"Try to make me understand." *

"Well, your son must have my car
mother."
"But I can't understand."
"1 told you you couldn't. Do you not s

to regret that his existence forever sepa
1 wanted you should have some compensf
Chalmers grew excited and stammered

did it for love of me, because I 'seemed'
not call it 'seeming' when every throb o

you."
"It throbbed for another.there's 'the
"What satisfaction could I feel in th

this wretched child?"
"None, perhaps. But I may be forgiv

you still have left some remnant of hi
feeling. A man's own son"
"You took the child in for love of m<

mine. For love of me! Say it, Dorothy
"For the love I had felt"
"Love cannot die in an hour. You ha<

than two years"
"And that boy was less 'than a year

love can die in a minute under favorable
"Suppose I were to tell you this boy is
She started forward in her chair. I:

the habit of hope does not. "Suppose I
'Whose child is lie?' " she answered, hoa
"Why, it might be.any one's."
"Norman once told me that a little boy

she replied. Mrs. Chalmers Avas articul:
ims was 10 oe a vvaierioo.ii>r 'somei

side.
"Dorothy, in Heaven's name.you lev

did in that first year of our married life.
I did not dare dream of that before, bui
cannot let this., hour pass.give me one
of the doubt. Oh, Dorothy!"
"There is no doubt," she said, staring

for something, she didn't know what.
"Let us be reconciled. When I beliei

had no power to plead, but now for God's
"I.I"
"Don't speak, don't speak," Chalme

holding out his arms.

"What shall I do?" she murmured,
and looking at Chalmers' open arms ar
feel of them about her in the old days.
And then Norman laughed, just withoi
They started as the same shaft struck th
"For the last time," she said, hurrit

breath, "who is his father?"
"I said it.might be any one; it mig

be your father" Chalmers was sp«
or he would never have said it.
"My father," she repeated. Then Mri

to assemble her wits. "My father.wh
own son, whose memory great men eel
father, who loved my mother and her chi
A hero first, last and forever, whose woi

A
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for the people of the city of New York to- ^
day I should choose a citizen dormant on j,
an azure field, overmastered by a blue ^
coated official rampant, whacking his r
heels with a club flagellant in his dexter 4.

hand, while holding aloft the national e

motto, 'Move On!' embroidered upon a flut- ^tering ribbon in his fist sinister as a sub- .

stitute for the more familiar, but less °x
descriptive, E Pluribus Unum. Consciously .

or unconsciously, you people have chosen '

this as your slogan until 'Move Oni' has r
become the battle cry of freedom, and 6
whether you are playing or working in the s
High Court of Humanity, there isn't a man "c
jack of you in these strenuous times that >]
can't be convicted of exceeding the speed r
limit. You have become perfectly yellow g
vvilii wuaL x suuuiu (_a.li auiumuuiitaui-1 ]
ics."
"Then you don't believe in the moral

conveyed in that exquisite poem narrating ^the doings of the lad who
Bore 'mid snow and ice I

A banner with the strange device
'Excelsior?' "

s
I asked.
"I do not," said the lady. "Excelsior is c

good material to stuff hotel mattresses and t<
doll babies with, but for myself I think g
the young man who lost his life advertis- g
ing that particular brand of health food tl
was, in the expressive phraseoloev of your t<
countrymen- x VVi\\ic^u^r- &

"I should very much like your upirjion, e:

my dear goddess," said I, "on the sub- c<

ject of the new woman." n

"You mean the kind that neglects her si
babies for Balzac, and who prefers writing g
papers on 'The Influence of Herbert Spen- v

life was truth! Tak
the world like the oh
"I.take it back,"

so" Chalmers sec

jr- "Madam is served,'
' / "I cannot dine to-r

other door.
^ Chalmers stood in

-y / where his wife had g
"I will do it," he

KG BACjON tell the truth." He i

near his desk. "And
truth. She loves me
bad the truth would

issumed that I w»i it.years," he mused
He spread it carefull;
been read frequently,

ising. had made a mess of
tie answered, crimp- troubling him now tl

to his beloved soii-in
mine, why did you his conscience.and i

have not the courage,
ose things a man is in my will, lest it e

haven't time to make
"Oh, Lord!" groai

llo_ nn j_»oroiny never Know
c, since i Chalmers wiped the

" 'If Dorothy found
me I should turn in

ee, since you seemed t^e to ignor
rated you from me, (jea(j. She was a woi
rtion?" be looked after.leav
as he spoke, "lou .By jove; it soui
to regret. You can- Chalmers. "No, I gi
f my heart was for hero than a live one.

all. Well, what the
boy;'you know.'' "I came to hear tt
ie daily presence of way.. Chalmers huri

\ . and fumblingly drop
en for thinking that wag trying to find it
DnOrable and gentle from it Norman stoi

"I'm to hear a story
i, believing it to be Chalmers, failing t
, say it!" Chalmerrs entered it.

"Your father was :

1 been my wife less rners .' said Norman,
one anowci

old. I assure you, "My father wasn'i
circumstances." once said he was nol
not mine?" "Are you very fon

£ love's dies quickly "I.I.don't know,
were to ask you:. The boy paused. T1

rsely. very much?"
"There is no reaso

'might eat a bear,' " replied, coldly.
iting with difficulty. I should be glad i
body on Napoleon's y°u> Mrs. Chalm

becoming hysteric^
e me to-day as you "I'm sorry if I am r

It is true. Dorothy, "Yes' y°u are: bu1
t now I know it. I made furtive use of t
chance.the benefit mers mechanically

"It's Mr. Chalmers
cii_ t_ j tains. "It belongs

ai mm. (sue iiopeu Chalmers looked lonjs
Chalmers' secret long

red you hated me I jjacj n(>t before permi
sake, Dorothy g^e passe(j by, but

looked at the key am
rs cried. He was ^ut one jetter jn the <

ing. Mrs. Chalmers
twisting her fingers that night to be nea
id remembering the an(j Norman snuffed
"What shall I do?" street lights. All tl
it the library door. parted and it was rai
em both. "She fouud your ki
>dly and under her the window as Chain

' First she read the
lit.why, it might in Chalmers' arms, a

;aking convulsively, "I never saw you c

Chalmers began to
8. Chalmers seemed "I'll be all right tooloved you as his gone clean mad. I ki
ebrated to-day; my Nothing ever went
ldren next to honor! mers, and every day
d was truth, whose ' his life," according to

1- I

1MAGAZINE SECTION.
"

drick Bangs

the hind that nt6lects
rwR babits roR baizac

?er Upon the Navajo Indians' to darning
tier husband's socks?" she demanded.
"Something of th^t sort," said I. "Do

you approve of tho^e ladies?"
"I most certainly do," she replied. "They

are to be encouraged in the work they
3o, for don't you see a woman who prefersBalzac to her baby, if she devoted her
time to the latter, would probably kill him
before she had him six weeks; and the
miseries of a husband whose socks had
3een darned by a woman whose mind durngthe operation was ranging through the
Navajo country in the train of Herbert
Spencer would be appalling. Such a

woman, in her preoccupation, would darn
the big hole at that point of the sock where
ler husband's foot should go in, and then
:he poor fellow wouldn't be able to wear
t at all."
"We have been having some lucid papers

>n the subject of coeducation recently," I
>bserved. "Would you mind stating for
jublication whether you believe in it?"
"I believe in it in two cases," she replied.

'Aftpr marriasrp and at danoine srhnol
otherwise not. The more a husband and
vife learn things together, the less they
lave to explain to each other afterward
vith that irritating assumption of supeioritywhich the more knowledgeable of
wo persons invariably affects when he or
ihe is telling somebody something he or
he thinks he or she doesn't know, and
it dancing school satisfactory results are
lever attained when two boys and two
jirls dance together. The waltz should be
:onstantly differentiated from a football
natch or a five o'clock tea. But my gen:ralattitude toward coedi\cation was
ihown many years ago when I was one
if the leaders of the Olympian Society,
rhere was a man named Actaeon, as you
nay have heard, who tried to join my
wimming class for ladies, in the days
ong since passed"
"I read of the incident," said I.

(
"Well, you know what happened to
im?" the lady queried.
"You turned him into a deer, I believe," i
replied. 1
"Yes," laughed Diana, "he has been a
tag party ever since."
I leaned back in my chair to laugh at my
hance companion's jest, and then, turned
a congratulate her upon her humor, but
he had disappeared, and a moment later,
lanoinc nnw-ipH .at mnnn T Hl'snnv^rPfl
tiat she had resumed her place upon the
awer, whence, much to my iealous cha- <

ndeavorlET
omet, who must have been in a receptive
lood, for as I left the roof and wandered
lowly homeward I noticed he was waginghis tail like a Skye terrier with the
ision of a good supper before him.

e that back," she said, looking for all
1 general himself.
answered Chalmers. "But I love you
Hiied to be about done for.
' spoke the very discreet servant.
light," she said, and passed out at anthe

middle of the floor and looked off
:one.
said, suddenly. "This is hell, and I'll
mloeked the snfcll drawer of a cabinet
yet, maybe.she would hate me fow the
now, for certain. I wouder just how
sound. It's years since even 'I heard
as he took a letter from the drawer.

y upon the desk. It seemed not to have
and it told how Dorothy's hero father

his affairs, and how his conscience was
tiat he was dying, and how he trusted
-law to square things for him and for
'or a boy who was not his wife's. "I
" he had written, "to remember the bOy
xcite suspicion, and now I'm dying I
other arrangements."

ied Chalmers. "If I should die and
that I was always as true, as true"-!.
sweat from his face.
I was not the hero she always thought
my grave,' " Chalmers read. " 'Haven't
e the child's existence; his mother is
nan I knew in Paris. The boy ought to
e all to you' "

ads worse than I thought," murmured
ness I won't.but I'd rather be a dead
I won't tell her about the old man, after
lev What is it, Norman?"
le story," said Norman from the door

iedly'thrust the letter into the drawer
oed the kev linon the floor WhHo h»

without overturning his chair or rising A
:>d upon the hearthrug watching him.
about her father."
0 find the key, left the room, and Mrs.

1 hero, all right, wasn't he, Mrs. Chalsittingback on his heels.
ed.
b, was he?" wistfully. "Mr. Chalmers

d of Mr. Chalmers?"
madam. I think he is very good."
lien"Would you mind if I loved you.

n why you should love me at all," she

f you loved me. You do not," pausing,
ers? No one does, do they?" He was

iii his syntax, and she moved uneasily.
lot kii/d"

I guess we aren't very happy." He
he portiere about his eyes. Mrs. Chalckedup the key at her feet.(j' key," said Norman, still in the eurtothe drawer of the cabinet." Mrs.'
; at the key and longer at the ccbiuet.
had dwelt there, she knew it, anc.

tted her gown to brush the cabiner as

to-night things seemed different. She M
3 then fitted it to the lock. There was M
Irawer, and that bore her father's writ- jfl
was a miserable woman and longed

r her father. She fingered the letter,
softly and looked out at the winking

ie glory of (he military had now deoing- fl
ey, Mr. Chalmers," said Norman from
lers stood shaking in the doorway.
letter, then she was a long, long time
ml then a small voice said amazedly:. fl H
lo that before."
laugh and could not stop. H
morrow," he sobbed, "but to-night I've
now now that happiness might kill."
wrong again with Mr. or Mrs. Chal-
thereafter the boy had the "time of fl
his own account.


